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I'irst ©ai^. 



BED IX SUMMER. 

In winter I get up at night 
And dress by yellow- 
candle-light. 
In summer, quite the other 

waj", 
I have to go to bed by day. 



I have to go to bed 

and aea 
The birds still hopping on the tree. 
Or hear the gi-own-iip people's feet 
Still going past me in the street. 



And does it not seem hard to you, 
' VThen all tho skj' is clear and blue, 

And I should like so much to play. 
To have to go to bed by day ? 



Secoad S^ay. 




A THOUGHT. 

is very nice to think 

The world is full of meat 
and drink, 
little children saying grace 

In every Christian kind of place. 



AT THE SEA-SIDE. 

When I was down beside the sea 

A wooden spade they gave to me 
To dig the sandy shore. 



My holes were empty like a cup. 

In every hole the sea came up, 
Till it could come no more. 



Third ©ay. 




WrWDT NIGHTS. 

HENEVER the moon 

and stars are set, 
■ the wind is high, 
All night long in the dark and wet, 
A man goes riding by. 
liEte in the night when the flres ai-e out, 
Why does he gallop and gallop about? 

■Whenever the trees are crying aloud, 
And ships are tossed at sea, 

By, on the highway, low and loud, 
By at the gallop goes he. 

By at the gallop he goes, and then 

By he comes back at the gallop again. 
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First ©ay. 



BED IN STJMSrEE. 

In winter I get up at iiight 
And dress by yellow 
candle-light. 
In Slimmer, quite the other 

way, 
I have to go to bed hy day. 

I have to go to bed 
jind see 
The birds still hoppiny on tho live. 
Or hear the grown-up iteople's feet 
Still going past me in the street. 

And does it not seem hai-d to you, 
Wlieu all the sliy Is clear and blue, 

And I should like so much to piiij', 
To have to go to bed by day? 



Secoad ©ay. 




A THOUGHT. 

is very nice to think 

The world is full of meat 
and drink, 
little children saying grace 

In every Christian kind of place. 



AT THE SEA-SIDE. 

When I was down beside the sea 

A wooden spade they gave to me 
To dig the sandy shore. 



My holes were empty like a cup. 

In every hole the sea came up, 
Till it could come no more. 



Third ©ay. 




WINDY NIGHTS. 

HENEIVEB the moon 

and stars are set, 
■ the wind is high, 
All night lone li^ the dark and wet, 
A man goes riding by. 
Late in the night when the fires are out, 
Why does he gallop and gallop about? 

\Vhenever the treee are crying aloud. 
And ships are tossed at sea, 

By, on the highway, low and loiid. 
By at the gallop goes he. 

By at the gallop he goes, and then 

By he conies back at the gallop again. 



TourlK ©ayJ 



SINGING. 

' Of speckled eggs the j 
■birdie sings 
And ne3ta among the treeaa 
Tlie sailor sings of ropes and things 
In fillips uiJon the seas. 

The ohildi-eii sing in far Japan, 

The children sing in spain, 
The organ with tlie ui'gan man 

Ls singing in the rain. 

HAPPY THOUGHT. 

Tlie world is so fall of a number of things, 
sure we should all be as happy as kings. 





rifth ©ay. 



WHOLE DUTY OF CHILDREN. 

child should always say 

■what's true 
speak when he is spoken to, 
mannerly at 
■' At least as far as he Is able, 

HAIN. 

The rain is raining all around, 
It falls on field and tree. 

It rains on the umbrellas here, 
And on the ships at sea. 

LOOKING FORWARD. 

When I am grown to man's estate 
I shall be very proud and great, 

And tell the other girls and boys 
Not to meddle with my toys. 







Si?±K ©ay. ■ 




^^frl jk WBIERE OO the: ^^H 




tH^JI'" boats? ^H 




I|b|HMP^ Dark brown is the ^^H 




^^t^^^^aK^B; .. Crolden Is the sand. ^^H 




^^^^^^^f^_~- It flows along foi-ever, ^^^| 


^^^V ' 


With ti-eea on ^^H 




either hand. ^^^| 


r ' * 


' ireen leaves a-floatins, ^^| 
u ^ • '^istles of the foam, ^^H 




^HE^/ ' ! s of mine a-hoating— ^^^| 




^HEL I <.' ^vill all come home? ^^H 




Jj^fi^' J'Y <^^ g'<^^^ ^^^ river ^^H 




^Ij*- ■"- ' T lAjid out past the mill, ^^H 




vSb^^- ' ^ Away down the valley, ^^| 




_ ■ ^ Away down the hill. ^^H 


L 


Awey down the river, ^^H 


1 


A hundred miles or more, ^^H 


L 


Other Uttle children ^^H 


^ 


^^^^^^^nBhall bring my boats ashore. ^^^^^^^H 
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AITNTIE'S SKLBTS. 



\Tlienever aunty moves ai-ound, 

r dresses make a curious sound, 

Tliey ti-ail behind her up the floor, 

And ti-undle aft,er tlirough the door. 



SYSTEM. 
Every night my pi-ayera I say, 

And get my dinner every day; 
And every day tliat I've been good 

I get an orange after food. 

The child that Is not clean and neat, 
With lots of toys and 
things to eat, 
Ho l3 a naughty child, I'm sure— 
Or else his dear 

paiia in poor. 
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lenih ©aij. 




MARCHING SOXG. 

^iRtXG the comb and play upon iti 
,.„ Miii'cliing, liere we come! 

WiLlic/ qqfiiis his highland bonnet, 
yohiiiLie beats the dmm. 



Mai-y Jane commands the party, 
Peter leads the i-ear; 

Feet in time, alei-t and hearty. 
Each a Grenadier! 



All in the most martial manner, 
Marching double-quick; 

While the napkin like a banner 
waves upon the stick! 



Here's enough of fame and pillage, 
Great commander Jane! 
Now that we've been I'ound the villpye. 
Let's go home again. 




^irst ©ay. 



BED IN StTMMER. 

In winter I get up at nlglit 
And dress by yellow 
candle -liglit. 
In summer, (^nite tlie other 



I liave to go to bed by day. 



I have to go to bed 

and see 
The birds stlU hopping on the ti'ee, 
Or hear the grown-up people's feet 
StlU going past me In the street. 



And does it not seem hard to you, 
■ Wlien all the sky is olear and blue. 

And I should like so much to play. 
To have to go to bed by day ? 



5ecoacL S^ay. 




A THOUGHT. 

is very nice to think 

The world is full of meat 
and drink, 
little children saying grace 

In every Christian kind of place. 



AT THE SEA-SIDE. 

When I was down beside the sea 

A wooden spade they gave to me 
To dig the sandy shore. 



My holes were empty like a cup. 

In every hole the sea came up, 
Till it could come no more. 



Third ©an- 




WTNDT NIGHTS. 

HENEVER the moon 

and stars are set, 
the wind la hlgli, 
All night long in the dark and wet, 
A man goes riding by. 
Uate In the night when the flres are out, 
Why does lie gallop and gallop about? 

^Vhenever the trees are crying aloud. 
And ships are tossed at sea, 

By, on the highway, low and lotid. 
By at the gallop goes he. 

By at the gallop he goes, and then 

By he comes back at the gallop again. 



iourteeulh ©aij. 




THE SWINQ. 

OW do you like to go up In 
a swing, 
'p in~the air so blue? 
I do think it the pleasantest thing 
Evei' a ehilcl can do ! 

Up ill the air and over the wall. 
Till I can see so wide, 
Rivers and trees and cattle and all 
Over the country side- 
Till 1 look down on the gai-den green, 

Down on the roof so brown— 
t'p in the air I go flying again. 

Up in the air and down! 



Tifteenth ©ay. 




YOUNG NIGHT 'THOUGHT. 

LL night long and every night, 
When my mamma puts 

out the light, 
the i^eople marching by, 
A» plain as day, before my eye. 

Armies and emperoi-s and Icings, 

All carrying different kinds of tilings. 

And marching In so grand a way. 

You never saw the like by day. 

So ftne a show was never seen 

At the great circus on the green; 

Per every kind of beast and man 

la marching in that caravan. 

At first they move a little slow, 

But still the faster on they go, 
And still beside them close I keep 

Until ■we reach, the town of sleep. 



Si2deeulH ©ay. 



THE LAND OF NO'. 




From breakfast on 

tlirougli all the day 
At home among my 
friends I stay 
But every night I 
go abroi 
Afar into th 

hind of Noa. 



1 



All by myself 1 have to go, 
With none to tell me 

what to do— 
All alone beside the streams 
And up the mountain-sides of dreams. 

The strangest things are there for me, 

Both things to eat and things to see. 

And many frightening things abroad 

Till morning in the land of Nod. 

Try as I like to find the way, 

1 never can get bank by day, 

Nor can remember plain and clear 

The curious music that I hear. 
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X^zYZTiizznih ^Bay. 



MT BED IS A BOAT. 

' bed Is like a little boat; 
Nuree helps me in 

when I embark; 
She girds me in my sailor's coat 

And starts me In the dark. 

At night, I go on board and say- 
Good night to all my fi'lends on shore; 
I shut my eyes and sail away 

And see and hear no more. 

And sometimes things to bed I take. 

As prudent sailors have to do; 
Perhaps a slice of wedding-cake, 

Perhaps a toy or two. 

All night across the dark we steer; 

But when the day returns at last, 
Safe in my room beside the pier, 

I And my vessel fast. 




EigKteeutH ©ay. 



THE MOOX. 

The moon has a face like the 

clock in the hall; 
She shines on thieves on 
the garden wall, 
On streets and flelds and harbour quays, 
On hlrdies asleep in the forks of the trees. 

The squalling cat and the squeaking mouse, 

The howling dog by the door of the house. 
The bat that lies In bed at noon. 

All love to be out by the light of the moon. 



But all of the things that belong 

to the day 

Cuddle to sleep to be 

out of the way; 
And flowers and children 

close their eyes 
Till up in the morning 

the sun shall arise. 



f^ 



IKiueleeatH ©ay. 




THE HAYLOFT. 

HROUGH all the pleasant 

meadow-side 
frass grew should er-htffh, 
ng scythes went far and wide 
And cut it down to dry. 

These green and sweetly smelling crops 

They led In wagons home; 

And they piled them here In mountain tops 

For mountaineers to roam. 

Here is irount Clear, Mount Ruaty-nail, 

Mount Eagle and Mount High;— 
The mice that in these mountains dwell, 
Xo liappler are than I ! 

O what a joy to clamber there, 

O what a place for play, 
With the sweet, the dim, the dtisty air, 
The happy hills of hayl 




^wenlielK S'aij. 



THE LAITD OF STORT-BOOES. 

' T evening when the lamp is lit, 
"^LM^ '\ ji,-^ Around 

'hf^'^'^y ^^^ ^^° "^J' parents sit; 

™-'-*- sit at home and talk and sing, 
And do not pUvy at anj-tliing. 

' Now, with my little gun, I crawl 

All in the dark along the wall. 
And follow I'ound the forest ti-aek, 
Away beliind the sofa hack. 

There, in the night, where none can spy. 
All in my hunter's camp I lie, 

And play at Ijooks that I have read 
Till It Is time to go to bed. 

So, when my nurse comes In for me. 
Home I return across the sea, 
And go to bed with backward looks 

At my dear land of Storj'-booka. 




Twenty =first ©aij. 

THE FLO^V^RS. 
All the names I know from mirse'ij 
V— ^ GaMener's garters, 

^ Sheplierd'a pd 

Bacjielor's buttons, lady's snioctj" 
And tlie Lady Hollyhock. 



Fairy places, fairy things. 
Fairy woods whei-e 
the wild bee wings. 
Tiny trees for tiny dames— 
These must all be fiiiry names, 

Tiny woods below 

whose boughs, 
Shady fairies weave a house; 
Tiny tree-tops, rose or thy me. 
Where tlie braver fairies eli 



:U^|k 



Fair are grown-up 

people's trees. 

But the fairest woods are these 

IVhere, If I were not so t^U, 

I should livi 

good and aHUM 



Xwealij«secoacL ©ay. 




AUTUMN FIRES. 



X the other gardens 

and all iii^ the vale, 
the Autumn "bonfires 
See the smoke trail! 



Pleasant summer over 

And all the summer flowei^s. 
The red fire blazes, 

The grey smoke towers. 



Sing a song of seasons! 

Something bright in all ! 
Flowers in the summer, 
Fires in the fall! 




Xweutij -third 

©an. 

A GOOD BOY. 
I woke before the morning-, 

I was happy all the day, 
I never said an ugly word, but smiled f 
stuck to play. 
And now, at last, the sari, is goLas down 
behind the wood. 
And I am very happy, for I know that I've been good. 

My bed is waiting cool and ft-esh, with linen 

smooth and fair, 
And I must off to sleepsin-by, and not foi^et my prayer. 
I know that, till tomorrow I shall see 
the sun arise, 
No ugly dream shall fright my mind, 
no ugly sight my eyes. 



f 



But slumber hold me tightly 

till I waken la the dawn, 
And hear the thrushes singing In 

the lilacs round the lawn. 



Tweulij'fourih ©ay. 
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~ t*i/1^^ FROM A RAILWAY CARRIAGE. 

V ffSir,'^*^'!^!' th&n fairies, 

fester than wltchea, 
|ijgji<l liouses, hedges and ditches; 
|; ehai'f^iug along like troops in a battle, 
All tliTOHfeh thu meadows the horses and cattle : 
All of the nights in the hill and the plain 
Fly as thick as driving rain; 
And ever again. In the wink of an eye. 
Painted stations whistle by. 

Here Is a child who clambers and scrambles. 
All by himself and gathering brambles; 
Here is a tramp who stands and gazes ; 
And there Is the green 

for stringing the daisies 1 
Here Is a cart run away in the road 

Lumping along with man and load; 
And here is a mill and there Is a river: 
Each a glimpse and gone forever! 




Xweaty.fifth 
©an 



FAREWELL TO THE FABM. 



The coach is at the door at last; 

The eager children, mounting fast 
And kissing hands, in chorus sing : 

Good-bye, good-bye, to everything! 

To house and garden, field and lawn, 

The meadow gates we swung upon, 

To pump and stable, tree and swing. 

Good-bye, good-bye, to everything! 

And fare you well for evermore, 

O ladder at the hayloft door, 

O hayloft where the cobwebs cling, 

Good-bye, good-bye, to everything I 

Crack goes the whip, and off we go ; 

The trees and houses smaller grow; 
Last, round the woody turn we awinsf. 



XwcTi,tij-si;dh Say. 




ESCAPE AT BEDTIME. 

HE liyhts fi-om the parlour 

and kitchen shone out 
i blinds and the windows and bars; 
i high overhead and all moving about, 
Thei-e were thousands of millions of stars. 

There ne'er were such thousands 

of leaves on a tree, 
Xor of people in church or the park, 

As the crowds of the stars that looked 

down upon me, 
And that glittered and winked In the dai'k. 



The Dog and tlie Plough and the Hunter and all. 

And the star of the sailor and Mars, 
These shown in the sky, and the pall by the wall 
Would be half full of water and stai-s. 
They saw me at last, and they chased 

me with cries, 

And they soon had me packed into bed; 

But the glory kept shining and blight in my eyes 

And the stars going round in my head. 



Twen.ly-seven,th 2^ay. 




THE LITTLE LAND. 

HEN at home alone I sit 

And am very tired of 11 
just to shut my eyes 

To go sailing through the ski 
To go sailing far away 

To the pleasant Land of Plaj 
Where the Little People are; 

Where the clover-tops are trees. 
And the rain-pools are the seas, 

And the leaves, like little shi 
Sail about on tiny trips; 

And above the daisy tree 

Tlirough the grasae; 
High o'erhead the Bumble Bee 

Hums and jiasses. 



.. Twenty-eighth ©ay. 

- ''^ 1 _ « THE WIND. 

^Cf- 

* ■ ^^:^i**» I saw you toss the kites 



.Jrf^ 



on high 
And blow the birds about 
the sky; 
And all around I heard you pass, 
Like ladies' skirts across the grass— 

O wind, a-blowlng all day long, 
O wind, that sings so loud a song! 

I saw the different things you did, 
But always you yourself you hid, 

I felt you push, I heard you call, 
I could not see yourself at all— 
O wind, ar-blowlng all day long, 
O wind, that sings so loud a song! 

O you that are so strong and cold, 
O blower, are you young or old? 
Ai-e you a beast of field and tree. 

Or just a stronger child than me? 
O wind, ar-blowing all day long, 
O wind, that sings so loud a song ! 





iwen.ly-ain.tK Say. 



PIRATE STORY. 

HREE of us afloat in the 

■ meadow by the swing, 
aboard In the basket on the lea. 
nds are in the air, they are blowing- 
in the spring. 
And waves are on the meadow like the 
w^aves there are at sea. 

Where shall we adventure, to-day that we're afloat. 
Wary of the weather, and steei-ing by a star? 

Shall It be to Africa, a^teering of the boat. 

To Providence, or Babylon, or off to Malabar? 

Hi ! but here's a squadron a-rowlng on tlie sea^ 

Cattle on the meadow a-cliarging with a loar ! 
yuick, and we'll escape them, they're 

as mad as they can be, 
The wicket is the harbour and 

the garden Is the shore. 




PICTURE BOOKS IN WlKl'KK. 



Sunxmer fading winter comes— 

Frosty mornings, tingling thumbs, 
"Window robblns, winter rooks. 

And the picture story-books. 
Water now Is turned to stone 
Nurse and I can walk upon; 

Still we And the flowing brooks 
In the picture story-books. 

All the pretty things put by, 
Wait upon the children's eye. 
Sheep and shepherds, trees and crooks. 
In the picture story-books. 
How am I to sing your praise, 

Happy chlnmey-comer days, 
SitUng safe In nursery nooks, 

Reading picture Btovy-\)ooka? 



^iKirtH-first ©ay. 




HISTORICAL ASSOCIATIONS. 

KAR Uncle Jim, this garden ground 
Tha,t now you smoke 

your pipe around, 
iinmoital actions done 
And valiant battles lost and won. 



Here wfe had best on tip-toe tread, 

While I for safely march ahead, 

For this Is that enchanted ground 

Where all who loiter slumber sound. 

Hei'e Is the sea, here is the sand, 

Hei-e is simple Shepherd's Land, 

Here are the fairy hollyhocks. 

And there are All Baba's I'ocks, 

But yonder, see! apait and high. 

Frozen Siberia lies; whei-e I, 

With Robei-t Bruce and William Tell. 

Was bound by an enchanter's spell. 




PICTUKE BOOKS IN WINTEK. 



Summer fading winter comes— 

Frosty mornings, tingling thumbs, 
Window robblns, winter rooks, 

And the picture story-books. 
Water now is turned to stone 
Nurse and I can walk upon; 

Still we find the flowing brooks 
In the picture story-books. 

All the pretty things put by, 
Walt upon the children's eye. 
Sheep and shepherds, trees and crooks, 
In the picture story-books. 
How am I to sing your praise, 

Happy chimney-come r days. 
Sitting safe in nursery nooks, 

-Reading: picture stoi-y-booksV 



Thiiiy-first ©ay. 




HISTORICAL ASSOCIATION'S. 

EAR Uncle Jim, this garden ground. 
Tliiit now you smoke 

your pipe !iroun<l,- 
inmioital actions done 
li^ And valiant battles lost and won. 

Here we had best on tip-toe tread. 

While I for safety march ahead, 

For this Is that enchanted ground 

Whei'e all who loiter slumber sound. 

Hei-e Is the sea, here Is the sand, 

Here is simple Shepherd's Land, 

Here ai-e the faiii- liollyhoeks. 

And tViei-e are All Baba's i-oeks. 

But yonder, see! apart and high, 

Fi-ozen Slbeila lies; wliere I, 

With Robeit Bruce and William Tell. 

Was bound by an enchanter's spell. 



This book should be returned i 
the Library on or before the last date 
B tamped below^ 

A fine of flve cents a day is Incurred 
by retaining it beyond the specified 
time. 

Fleftae return promptly. 




